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The Ship that never returned. 
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On a bright summer's morning, when the waves 
were rippling _ 
With a soft and sighing breeze, g 
A ship set sail with a precious burden í 
To a port beyond the seas; 
There were fond farewells and loving signals : 
From hearts where love still burned, < 
And they sailed away with a smile and a blessing 
In the ship that never returned. 






CHORUS:— 


It nover returned, it never returned, 
And its fate is still unlearned, 

From that day to this they've been watching, waiting 
For the ship that never returned. 


Said a pale-faced boy to his loving mother, 
““ Let me cross the wide, wide sea, 

For they tell me that off in a foreign land 
There is health and life for me.” 

S0 the mother listened with fond affection, 
Though her heart still to him yearned, 

But she sent him forth with a mother's blessing 
In the ship that never returned. | 
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Orronus — It never returned, &o. 


'“ Only one more trip,” said a gallant sailor, 
As he kissed his fond young wife, O 
'* Only one more bag of the golden treasure 
And we'll settle down for life; 
Yes, we'll leave this place for a little cottage, 
And enjoy the weaith we've earned ;? 
But she never thought that her love would perish 
Ín the ship that never returned. 


' CHORUS,—I6 never returned, &c, 
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Y Llong na ddychwelodd yn ol. 


Âr ryw foreu haf, a'r môr yn chwareu, 
Ymgynullodd llawen griw 

I weithio llong dros yr heilltion foroedd 
A'i llwyth oedd eneidiau byw ; 

Yr oedd mawr ffarwelio, n» llon gyfarchion 
Ar eigion fol y ddôl, 

ilwyliasanti ffwrdd yn nghanol bendithic> 
Âr y llong na ddychwelodd yn ol. 


CYDGAN :— 


Ni ddychw>^lodd yn ol, ni ddychwelodd yn ol, 
A'i dysgwyl byth mwy fydd ffol, 

Ond mae rhai sydd oto yn aros, aros 
Âm y llong na ddychwelodd yn ol, 


Medd y bachgen claf wrth ei fam anwylgu 
““ Gad im' groesi'r moroedd du, 
Dywedant mao draw yn y gwledydd tramor 
X mae iechyd yn stôr i mi;” 
A'r fam a'i serch at eì hanwyl blentyn 
A'i gofleidia 'n gynes i'w chôl, 
Ar olwg ddiweddaf ga'dd ar ei bachgen 
Ar y llon» na ddychwelodd yn ol. 


CYDOAN :—Ni ddychwelodd yn .l, &c. 


Medd y morwr dewr wrth ei briod hawddgar 
Gan gusanu'i blentyn llon, 

“ Un fordaith a wnaf, a dyna'r claf 
Am byth i mi groesi'r don ; 

Â' wedi dychwclyd cawn fyw mown palas, 
A llawen fol ŵyn y ddôl, 

Ônd ychydig feddyliodd mai hwylio ydoedd 
Yn y llong na ddychwelodd yn ol. 
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THE MAID OF ABERDARE 
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(A-Song in Irfegular Verse) 
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I come from the East, I come fromthe West, ŵ 
I travel I know not where, o 
But of all the maids that I love best ì 


Is the Maid of Aberdare. 


She is guaint and homely, yet courteous, boys, Ab | 
A right good wife to be, t- 
She's fond. of all your trink ets and toys, 


But a right good lassis she. 


Then wherever I roam, I'll bear in mind, 
In joy, or chief in care, 

Ofall the iasses I've met of her kind 
None Las Sweet Aberdare. 
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O why should I sorrow with thee,' my lass ? i 
Thou hast borne my grief and pain ; Y 

There are many things i in the world, alas! 
Thou shalt not know again. 


Oh Aberdare! Sweet Aberdare! o i 
In thine eternal rest, i 


But look on my joy as thot'st looked ori my care 
And we shall be truly blest. YE 
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I come from the East, I come froni the West, 
I travel I know not Po 
But of all the maids that I lo best 
Is the Maid of Aberdare, 





